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Mr. Golspie did come in, but only after Mr. Dersing-
ham had gone and for about half an hour so so, during
which he merely asked Mr. Smeeth a few questions.
He came again the next morning, and Mr. Smeeth had
to join him and Mr. Dersingham in a little conference.
Mr. Golspie then returned about half-past four, dictated
some letters, nosed about the office, examined the far
room, and did some telephoning at Mr. Dersingham's
table, Mr. Dersingham himself being out visiting Nick-
man and Sons, The others had gone, and Mr. Smeeth
was putting away his books for the night, when Mr.
Golspie came out of the private office and began asking
more questions, chiefly about accounts. The two of them
stayed there another twenty-five minutes, at the end of
which Mr. Golspie suggested they should round off the
proceedings by having a drink.

When they were at the bottom of the stairs, Mr.
Smeeth remembered that he was nearly out of tobacco
(he smoked two and a half ounces of T, Bcnenden's Own
Mixture every week) and said he would slip in for some,
Mr. Golspie followed him in, and T. Bencnden was so
surprised to see this massive and large-moustached
stranger again, in company with Mr, Smeeth this time,
too, that he weighed out the tobacco and put it in the
pouch without saying a word.

"You^got any good cigars, good cigars?'1 Mr. Golspie
demanded in his resonant bass, at the same time staring
hard, even harder than the tobacconist had stared at
him.

"Certainly, I have" replied T. Benendcn with
dignity. And he produced two or three boxes.

Mr. Golspie chose two cigars, cut them, then popped
one into his own mouth, stuck the other into Mr,